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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



ORCHID LADY 

Tan and green orchid, 
Are you a little lady 
Holding up your skirts 
Above wet grass? 
Do you wear a feather 
Where that white is showing? 
Is there any color 
Shut inside your heart? 
I could be an orchid, 
I could be a lady, 
I could wear a feather, 
I could step like you; 
There is just the difference 
Of your way of bowing, 
And your tilted bonnet 
And your satin shoe! 

TO A BLACK PANSY 

Little Prince, 

Why do you stray about 

Like a firefly who has lost his lantern? 

Why do you sob, 

Small gypsy in the dark? 

Do you think maybe the world 

Will end tonight? 

BARE BUTTER-NUT TREE 

A tree stands old and worn; 

The North has blown away its leaves. 

When I see it that way 

I wish Spring would return 

How can I wait so long? 

O butter-nut tree, 

Why didn't God give you speech, 

And you without your green leaves? 

Why can't you sing small songs 

Against the wind 

For comfort? 
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